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MRS JORDAN. You know, Father, it's quite time you came to
live with us again. We'd make you very comfortable.
MRS SLATER. No, he's not been with us as long as he was
with you.
MRS JORDAN. I may be wrong, but I don't think Father will
fancy living on with you after what's happened to-day.
ABEL. So you'd like to have me again, Lizzie ?
MRS JORDAN. You know we're ready for you to make your
home with us for as long as you please.
ABEL. What do you say to that, 'Melia ?
MRS SLATER. All I can say is that Elizabeth's changed her
mind in the last two years. [Rising] Grandfather, do you know
what the quarrel between us was about ?
MRS JORDAN. Amelia, don't be a fool; sit down.
MRS SLATER. No, if I'm not to have him, you shan't either.
We quarrelled because Elizabeth said she wouldn't take you
our hands at any price. She said she'd had enough of you
to last a lifetime, and we'd got to keep you.
ABEL. It seems to me that neither of you has any cause to
feel proud about the way you've treated me.
MRS SLATER. If I've done anything wrong, I'm sure I'm
sorry for it.
MRS JORDAN. And I can't say more than that, too.
AJBEL. It's a bit late to say it, now. You neither of you
cared to put up with me,
MRS SLATER and MRS JORDAN. No, no, Grandfather.
ABEL. Ay, you both say that because of what I've told you
about leaving my money. Well, since you don't want me I'll
go to some one that does.
BEN. Come, Mr Merryweather, you've got to live with one
of your daughters.
ABEL. I'll tell you what I've got to do. On Monday next
Fvc got to do three things. I've got to go to the lawyer's
and alter my will; and I've got to go to the insurance office
and pay my premium ; and I've got to go to St Philips's Church
and get married.
BEN and HENRY. What!
MRS JORDAN. Get married !